which rolled with the slightest ripple. We sat on deck 67
watching the sinking sun. It was one of those Biblical sun-
sets in which man is completely absent. Nature simply
opens her bloody, insatiable maw and swallows every-
thing in sight. Law, order, morality, justice, wisdom, any
abstraction seems like a cruel joke perpetrated on a help-
less world of idiots. Sunset at sea is for me a dread spec-
tacle: it is hideous, murderous, soulless. The earth may be
cruel but the sea is heartless. There is absolutely no place
of refuge j there are only the elements and the elements
are.treacherous.	"
We were to touch at Leonidion before putting in at
Nauplia. I was hoping it would still be 'light enough to
catch a glimpse of the place because it was this grim cor-
ner of the Peloponnesus that the Katsimbalis side of the
family stemmed from. Unfortunately the sun was rap-
idly setting just behind the wall of rock under which
Leonidion lies. By the time the boat dropped anchor it
was night. All I could distinguish in the gloom was a little
cove illuminated by four or five feeble electric*bulbs. A .
dank, chill breath descended from the precipitous black
wall above us, adding to the desolate and forbidding at-
mosphere of the place. Straining my eyes to pierce the
chill, mist-laden gloom it seemed to me that I perceived
a gap in the hills which my imagination peopled with
rude, barbaric tribesmen moving stealthily about in search
of forage. I would not have been the least surprised* to
hear the beat of a tom-tom or a blood-curdling war
whoop. The setting was unrelieyeclly sinister—another
death-trap* I could well imagine how it must have been
centuries ago, when the morning sun pierced .the fever-
laden mist, disclosing the naked bodies of the slain, their
stalwart, handsome figures mutilated by the-javelin, the
axe, the wheel. Horrible though the image was I could
not help but think how much cleaner that than the sight of

